ist December, 1927. (From the diary of Mary Charles.)
To-day is E.'s birthday. My present of a dressing-
gown was finished this morning by the durzi and
E. will be able to wear it to-night.
When he had gone off to College this morning,
and because I knew he'd got to go to court and was
hating the thought of it, I thought it would be
rather nice to try to find him some slippers to go
with his dressing-gown.
In some trepidation I decided to go down to
M------s------'s shop in cantonments and see what I
could pick up from the jumble he has heaped up
there in every corner of that dark little den. Yet this
morning I felt I could not face a tonga: I get so
tired, half-clinging, half-perching on that hard little
back-seat, swaying and jolting uncomfortably at an
angle of forty-five degrees. I asked bearer to try to
find me quickly something rather more comfortable
in the way of a conveyance.
When it was announced and I went to the front
verandah and saw it, I really wondered for a moment
whether I could possibly enter such a thing.
It was an aged Victoria, dusty and moth-eaten,
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